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"Greg." 
He suddenly awoke to the sound of Ken's hushed voice. He kept his eyes closed as the other man gently shook 
his shoulder in an attempt to get his attention. It had to have been no earlier than lam, which gave Greg no 


important reason to wake up yet, and no reason why he couldn't have a few more hours of sleep. 


As Ken seemed to give up with a huff, Greg turned to lie on his right side, sighing and pulling the covers up to 
his chin. 


"What do | have to do.. to get you to wake up?" Ken purred. 

Greg resisted the urge to lean into Ken's touch as the older man's finger ran through the front of his hair, 
tenderly trailing down his cheek. A pair of familiar lips press a soft kiss against his forehead, to which his 
heart raced. 


"Greg?" Ken whispered again "Baby?" 


He emitted a very faint sound in his throat. If that didn't give himself away, then he hoped his blushing face 
didn't either. 


"Hmm... | think | know what'll..." 

As Ken's voice trailed off, Greg felt the covers gently pulled away from him before a hand made its way 
under the front of his pajama bottoms, his brows knotting the exact moment it cupped his groin. Ken stroked 
the shaft with his palm in a slow, repetitive rhythm, drawing a sharp breath out of Greg when his fingers 
kneaded him between his legs. 

"If you weren't awake before," he husked, "I know you're up now." 

He didn't care whether Ken knew he was awake anymore, his mind hazy with more arousal than fatigue as his 
member reacted to his husband's touch. He opened his eyes, exhaling through parted lips when he saw the way 
Ken's hand had disappeared into the front of his pants. 

‘Morning, sleeping beauty," Ken teased. 

Greg let out a desperate sound, his eyes fluttering closed as he spread one of his legs. His body seemed to 
move on its own after Ken's hand closed around the girth, stroking at the same pace as his hips. They kept it 
up until Greg reached his peak. Lying on his back, his hips bucked upward into Ken's hand in involuntary 
thrusts. His breaths quivered in between broken moans until Ken's lips were pressed against his own for a kiss. 
He was torn between reciprocating and trying to breathe. Easily, he chose to attempt both, gasping for air 
during each short separation of their mouths. 

By the time Ken pulled back, Greg had nothing left inside him to release. He swallowed, breathing through his 
nose while wallowing in the lingering afterglow. His eyelids felt heavier than when he first woke up. He almost 
closed them with the intent of going back to sleep before opening them wide. 

Ken bit his lip, looking over the mess in his hand with lusful eyes before they met Greg's. 

"Can | borrow your car today?" 

Greg's brows furrowed as he blinked slow and hard. " Thaf was the reason why you woke me up?" 

"So you were awake the whole time." 

He sighed. ".. Why should | let you borrow my car? After interrupting my sleep?" 


"Because you love me?" 


"You're right. | do love you." 


